the women and children of the 52nd, but it was not a
festive party since of the seventeen women who
were there every one was a widow, while everv
child had lost either its father or its mother, or both.
Father Adeodatus, the saintly old priest who had
hoped to lay his bones in St Mary's, Lucknow, had
been carried down in a dooly and died on the 9th
December, just thirty-five years after he had set sail
for India from Leghorn. Mrs Soppitt's baby lived
and was christened Ada, and Mrs Dashwood's little
boy survived as well. When at last the refugees
reached Calcutta there was more trouble to come,
for some of them were wrecked on the way to Eng-
land and escaped with little but their lives.
On the 19th January, on the way down to Cal-
cutta in the river steamer, Mrs Bartrum wrote: 'We
seem to be very slowly proceeding on our homeward
journey, and it will be months before I reach Eng-
land if I go round the Cape, which I must, for my
child's sake, for he is still extremely weak, and he is
so precious to me that I could not lose him now.'
While she and Mrs Polehampton were waiting in
Calcutta for their passage home the boy was steadily
declining, but Mrs Bartrum would not believe that
she was going to lose him. By the 10th February he
was gravely ill, and at half past one next morning
Mrs Bartrum called Mrs Polehampton in great
distress. The child gasped for breath as he lay in his
mother's arms,  and she turned her head away
rather than watch him die.
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